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A LITTLE BIT EARLY
The Staff wishes its readers “A Merry Christmas
and A Happy New Year!’
You will merit a merry Christmas and enjoy a

happy New Year if you but do your part—radiate
good cheer and give every one about you a new

deal!
You live a life on earth only once.

Try to so

SHOULD MARRIED WOMEN BE
EMPLOYED?
There is much to be said on this subject, pro
and con.
Personally, I feel that it is the wife’s duty to remain at home and make it—in every sense of the
word—a home for her husband. Of course, no woman should leave her little ones in another’s care

En-

and work outside the home. I am considering only
the childless home.

deavor to start the new year with a welcome to
every one and a smile on your lips—even though

woman gain by working in the factory, department

sorrow may be in your heart.
Bring these gifts to the Crib of Bethlehem and
offer them to the Christ Child to dispense—where

turn for her services, which is usually spent on fur-

live it that the world about you will be a happy

one—for others—because you did your part.

He will—to the sad and weary, the discouraged and
oppressed.

Do not look for gifts—for yourself.

Give abun-

But the question is this: what does the average
store, or office?

‘True, she receives a wage in re-

belows that could be nicely done without.

On the

other hand her husband and home suffer neglect.
Arriving home at night tired, she hastily prepares
an unsavory meal out of cans. Her nerves are on

dantly of the spiritual gifts that you possess—if

edge, and she is in no frame of mind to greet her

your heart is patterned after the Infant Savior of

husband pleasantly on his arrival. Her conversation, such as it is, smacks of the factory, office, or

Bethlehem.

department-store gossip.
CHRISTMAS CAROLS
I bought a grand abbey, Moore Abbey, it’s called.
There was a lovely old chapel in it, and mass hadn’t

been said there for 300 years. Abbeys without
mass are sad places, aren’t they? Well on Christmas night, 1928, Archbishop Curley said mass there
for the first time in 300 years, and our abbey chapel
was a chapel again. It was a happy night for all
of us, for my wife and Gwen, too. And this is the
choir that sang that first mass in Moore Abbey—my
wife, my daughter, and I. It was a grand Christmas !—John. McCormack.

Enlightening? No wonder the poor husband
gulps down the hastily prepared meal and seeks
sanctuary in the newspaper, prize fight, or “what

have you.”
No woman should attempt marriage unless she is
perfectly willing to live within her husband’s income. It is purely a selfish woman who works only
that she might have things her husband’s wage cannot procure.

Love cannot flourish in a home where

discord prevails, and a woman’s employment away
from the home tends to stretch—to the breaking
point—the bonds that link them together.—B. H. S.
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SIX RULES FOR A LONG LIFE

AVOCATIONAL GUIDANCE

1. Try to preserve an equal and tranquil disposition; 2. Kat and drink moderately and regularly
;
3. ‘Take a reasonable amount of outdoor exercise;

There is too much stress to-day on vocational
guidance and not enough on avocational guidance.

4. Keep occupied; 5. Take a sufficient amount of
sleep; 6. Be cheerful——Cardinal Gibbons.

sional vocational director comes the advice to plan

WHAT ARE YOU HERE FOR?
There is much lamentation to-day in collegiate
circles concerning our “automat” system of higher
education. Students are not taught to think for
themselves, it is charged.

From the school, the pulpit, and even the profesyour life’s work and to stick to pursuits and subjects which are coincident or supplementary to it.
Thus, if a person chooses a certain profession,
such as banking, the medical, or the legal, he is
guided in what to study along these lines almost to

the exclusion of all others. Consequently one small

Nor do they select

portion of his personality is developed and magni-

courses with any degree of care, it is further asserted, but choose only those subjects for the most
part which will enable them to secure a passing
grade with the least possible effort.
What is the correct viewpoint? Do our institu-

fied to such a degree that the other sides of his nature become neglected and are unable to function,
through disuse.
If a vocation is of a clerical or routine nature,

tions of higher learning stand guilty as charged or
is the fundamental trouble with the students themselves? It seems to us that the weight of evidence

the avocations are creative and consequently more
important. Avocations should always be in different fields from the vocation, for the fullest development of personality.

is against the undergraduates. Admitting that there
is a small proportion of “earnest seekers after truth”

Some day people may come to realize that the development df avocations will enable them to ‘live

enrolled in our colleges and universities, it remains

the richest and fullest life possible—Southern California Daily Trojan.

none the less true that far too many young men
and women come to the threshold of higher educa-

tion ill-prepared to take up advanced study. They
have no standards of value whatever; they possess
only the faintest notion of what branch of learning
they wish to pursue; they are in college either to
defer the unpleasant task of working for a living
four years longer, or because, in line with the loose
thinking of modern times, they have come to regard
the college degree as synonymous with a better
standard of living.
The plain truth of the matter seems to be, making all due allowances for subjects which apparently have no purpose in college and university curricula, that a considerable proportion of the students
of the present day have no business in being in
college.
It is a serious mistake to regard college as being
worth while only from the standpoint of increased

financial remuneration; it is true that this happy
condition often follows as a natural result of special
training in the arts and sciences; but to emerge

from four years at an institution of higher learning
with the same narrow viewpoint with which one entered it, is to have missed entirely the opportunities
for cultural advancement which lie within reach of
every student.
Until we in America learn to distinguish between
education for its own sake and education for the
purposes of making more money; until students
come to a realization that this distinction exists, all

the “educational” methods that may be devised will
not alter the situation... Marquette Sentinel.
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COLLEGE LIFE IN THE RAW
The usual descriptions run something like this:
Hollywood —'The characters are either athletes,

young men in love, or young women willing to be
in love. Time is spent chiefly in putting on neckties, telephoning, drinking, and dating. lf the hero
or any of his friends are studying, the explanation is
always given that there is the deciding examination
the next morning. Living quarters resemble a club
room, and the campus looks like country club
grounds.
Magazine articles—They begin with the question
of should your son or daughter go to college and
conclude by answering it depends upon the type of

person your son or daughter is, of which the parent
is the least qualified judge.

The senior knows less

than when he was a freshman.

College professors

are either communists or atheists or both, fraternities and sororities are patrons to snobbery, and in-

tercollegiate football is a big business.
Student publications—Our college is the sorriest
institution in the country. Everything about it
needs reforming. ‘The administration is narrowminded, the food is terrible, and free thinking is

taboo. Sports and society are the important news.
If the bewildered seeker of the actual conditions
took the time to live in the average college community he would discover that 70 per cent are serious about their studies and that college professors
are doing a better job than men in most professions.—Duke Chronicle.

Tony
e By Beatrice H. Schneble
Here is a plaintive story of a mother’s
love for her gangster son. It tugs at
your heart strings as you trail along

with the aged mother on her way to
church.

The story will grip you!

(Crnisrmas Morning! A soft blanket of
snow-covered hilltops and housetops, its glistening whiteness lending itself to the festive spirit

that pervaded the great city.
The hand-wrought paisley shawl that covered the
head and shoulders of Amelia Giacomo—and enshrined her plain Latin face—appeared quite drab

against the more vivid colors worn by the attired
Christmas throng that hurried toward the cathedral.
The bells for the seven o'clock Mass were tolling
as Amelia Giacomo, supporting her excessive weight
with a cane, laborously ascended the granite steps
of the cathedral. She entered the vestibule, and
stopping before the ornate holy-water font, blessed
herself before going into the church.
In honor of the feast of the Nativity, the high
marble altar was profusely decorated with white
flowers, their sweet fragrance permeating the vast
interior. ‘Tall wax candles in gold candelabra, their

tips glowing in tiny yellow flames, enhanced the
beauty of the altar. Hanging suspended from the
sanctuary ceiling, a large jeweled lamp suffused a

soft red glow, denoting the Sacred Presence. Mural
designs in mosaic, on the walls of the sanctuary,
- gave an old-world atmosphere to the church.

At the sound of a small bell, the congregation
knelt as the priest and the acolytes entered the sanctuary.

the English language.

Finally she gave up the at-

tempt, and let her thoughts dwell on the conversation she had had that morning with her wayward
son.
Tony Giacomo, the only son of his widowed
mother, was a gangster. Amelia knew little of
American ways, but her honest heart told her that
‘ony had chosen the wrong path. He was generous with his mother as regards money, but she
spent only enough for bare necessities, giving the

rest to charity.
That morning Amelia had prepared breakfast for
her son, and sat at the table with him while he ate.

She abstained from eating any food herself, as she
intended receiving Holy Communion. Amelia remonstrated with Tony, begging him to give up his
way of living, and pleaded with him to go to Mass
with her as it was Christmas morning. After much
persuasion on her part, Tony finally promised to attend Mass, but said that he hadalittle business
matter to attend to first.
The priest continued with his sermon, but Amelia
heard not a word. Her thoughts wandered back to

the days of Tony’s childhood. In fancy she saw
him again, his black curly head above the white surplice as he knelt at the altar steps. Tears glistened
in her eyes as she recalled her happy life with her

husband and son back in sunny Italy. Amelia was
unaware that the sermon had drawn to a close, and

she gave a start at the sound of the congregation’s
rising to the “Dominus Vobiscum!” Guiltily she resumed the telling of her beads.

‘he priest ascended the altar steps and be-

gan to say Mass.

His vestments of white satin

brocade, richly embroidered, were indicative of the

joyous feast day.
Amelia Giacomo’s heart was heavy as she tolled
her beads, her lips moving in silent prayer. ‘The
famous children’s choir began to sing the “Adeste
Fideles!” Their clear high voices reminded her of
the Sistine Choir she had once heard in the Vatican.
Amelia listened intently during the first part of
the sermon. It was difficult for her to understand
everything, as she possessed a limited knowledge of

I'l WAS the Consecration, and the priest was uncovering the chalice. As the chimes sounded for
the most sacred part of the Mass, Amelia bowed her
head. This was the special time to ask for spiritual
favors.

“O God!” she prayed in her Latin tongue; give
my son the grace to mend his ways. Grant my one
desire that he come to Mass this morning!”
Amelia felt sure that Tony would come, for whatever Tony else had done, he had never broken his
word to his mother.
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THE STILLNESS of divine worship was broken
by the sharp stacatto sound of a machine gun, just

shoulder.

outside the church. The priest turned around, faced
the disturbed congregation, and bade them offer up
a prayer for the unfortunate soul.

tioned for her to follow him.

Amelia prayed earnestly. At the blessing she
knelt and crossed herself reverently. The priest had
already intoned the words, “Ita Misa Est!”—“Go!
the Mass Is Ended.”
THE CHURCH was empty, save for Amelia.
She was kneeling before the carrara marble statue
of Saint Anthony. She had lighted a vigil lamp,
and had dropped some coins into the poor box. Imploring the saint, for whom she had named her son,

and before whose sculptured likeness she knelt,
Amelia prayed for Tony.

Suddenly some one tapped her gently on the

Amelia looked up into the kind sympa-

thetic face of the elderly Father Damien.

He mo-

AMELJIA’S cane beat heavily on the pavement,
as the elderly priest led her across the street. They
entered a building directly opposite the cathedral.
It was the city morgue!
Somehow Amelia knew. One word escaped her
lips: “Tony?”
The priest nodded his head silently.
“Be brave!” whispered Father Damien as he took
her into the room where the bullet-ridden body of
her son lay silent in death.
Torn with anguish, Amelia choked back her sobs
as the venerable priest explained to her that Tony
had made his ‘peace with God, adding—"“his last
words were for you’’: “Tell mother I tried—to keep—
my—promise !”

Sherman Was Right!
@ By Bob Wharton
Whizzing bullets and booming guns, a
chaos of shot and shell! A soldier was
cracking under the strain — Sherman
was right! War 1s—well, draw your
own conclusions.

G exczans NORTHONE groaned, and in an
agony of.weakness bowed his weary head to
his trembling hands.
“Shoot! Go ahead and shoot, you scum of the
earth!”

Above his head great bursts of vivid flame marked
the explosions of heavy shells, and once a small

shook the dirt from his khaki-clad body, he raised
bloodshot but calculating eyes to stare across the
short distance of the shell hole.
Sharp flashes of blinding light, which momentarily gave frightful pictures of the torn battlefield,
lighted the shell hole with sporadic, intense brilliance, revealing the insanity of despair that gleamed
in Sergeant Northone’s eyes.
He looked up and bared his teeth in a horrible
grimace.

“What are you waiting for? Shoot! Get it over

avalanche of earth and stones showered down upon

with!” he screamed, tensing his muscles, and seemingly preparing to spring.

his helmet and bowed shoulders as he crouched on
his knees in the muck of the shell hole.
Shrugging his weary shoulders in a motion that

“All right!” yelled the other occupant of the shell »
hole insanely, and he picked up the dice and shot
them with the dextrous twist of long practice.
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The Return of Crazy Ike
@® By Bob Wharton
Crazy Ike returns to life on the campus!

He gives his two sophomore

friends the true story of his DEMISE.
What was so full of mystery is now
revealed. It concludes the serial stories
centered about the figure of Crazy Ike.

\ \)

HAT has gone before:
Crazy Ike, the caretaker of the campus at the
University of Dickens, makes friends with two
sophomores, Jim Masters and Pete Hurst. He tells
them a very strange story about a lama or priest
in Mongolia, who hypnotized him and caused him
to live a lifetime of strange experiences while hypnotized for only a moment. (Some of these strange
stories, “Symphonic Death,” “The Land of the Vacuum,” “The Vanishing of Lake Michigan,” etc.,
were published in The Exponent, and are available at

theAlbert Emanuel Library).

:

He told the boys that he is unable to differentiate
between his real life and that through which he

lived at the will of the lama.

He told them about

the time he was at Bitter Lakes, above the Isthmus
of Suez, when a sandstorm uncovered the remains

of what he believed was the army that pursued
the Israelites across the Red Sea and which was destroyed as the sea closed over it. (See “The Hypnotist,” January, 1934, Exponent.)
He told them how one of the old chariots pinned
him to the ground, and how he had fought against
suffocation as the sand began to cover him. He related how, as he was dying, he suddenly found him-

self standing in front of the lama, and realized that
he had experienced all of his long lifetime of strange
experiences while he was hypnotized for only a
moment.

He later tells the boys that after all these years
he wonders if he really was out on the desert in the
sandstorm, whether he really did die there, and is
at present only living at the will of the lama.
He tells the horrified boys that he is living only
at the will of the lama,—that he is only a thought

out candle flame. (See “The Enigma,” May, 1934,
Exponent.)
He tells them further that he failed to fulfill a
quest (which the boys read about in a diary that
Crazy Ike gave them,—‘‘The Preparation,’ and
“The Quest”) and that the lama warned him that
he would be reincarnated in the body of a dog. if
he failed.
Remembering this, the horrified boys see the covers of Crazy Ike’s bed, still moulded in the shape of
Crazy Ike, settle down in an empty bed.
Near the pillow the boys find a tiny black puppy,
and scared out of their wits, they dash madly from
the room.
Later they read Crazy Ike’s astonishing diary
thoroughly, and they adopt the black puppy whose
eyes remind them singularly of Crazy Ike.
Now go on with the story!
“Hurray, Jim!

Christmas vacation starts to-mor-

row, and boy, oh boy!—am I going to imbibe good

cheer and lotsa eats! Hummhh! Are you asking
me?”
“Aw, shut up, Pete,” growled Jim Masters in reply to his roommate, as he opened his locker door
and threw in a large book and notebook. ‘Who
in heck could be happy with all those Corporation
Finance assignments due?”
“Come on, boy! Don’t worry about those assignments. Remember my motto and you'll always come
out on top: never put off until to-morrow what you

can put off until the day after to-morrow!”
“Aw, nerts!”

“Let’s go get the puppy and take a walk, Jim.
You'll feel better then,” said Pete, looking at his

friend closely.
“All right, Pete. I guess I do feel a little low
to-day, but I can’t get Crazy Ike out of my mind.
I can’t figure it all out. Did he actually die, and is
he reincarnated in the body of the pup as he said

of the lama, that he died out there in the desert. He
says consequently when the lama dies, he—Crazy

he would be? When he died, did he just disappear,
as it seemed that day when we saw those covers
sink down before our eyes in an empty bed? Is he
insane? You remember he said that he spent years

Ike—will also die, and will disappear like a snuffed

in an insane asylum.”
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“Forget all about it for awhile, Jim,’ answered
Pete, as they turned into their room. “The snow

and the fresh air outside will fix you up first rate.”
A short time later the boys, warmly dressed, were
walking in loose snow towards the grove near the

“Wait, boys,” said Crazy Ike gently, “I’m sorry
that I caused you to grieve, but you'll admit that I
gave you food for thought for many months, won’t
you? And you had a little excitement that you will

Pete held the puppy cradled in his arms,

remember the rest of your lives.”
“T suppose so,” said Jim calmly, “but you cer-

and he watched his partner’s face as he walked.
“Jim, there’s something wrong with you,” softly

my feelings without prejudice, | would find that

said Pete, shifting the puppy, which looked up at

outraged pride is the only damage done.

Pete and wagged a fat tail. “Come on!—out with
it! What’s the matter?”
“Well, Pete,” said Jim seriously, “I’ve come to
the conclusion that Crazy Ike meant every word
that he said. I believe that his diary was really
true. I don’t think that he would le to us. I
thought a lot of that crazy old guy, and I don’t see
how he could have done a thing like that to you and
me. After all, true friendship deserves more than

lieve that you lost the friendship of two men, be-

campus.

a shabby trick like that, and I don’t think Crazy

Ike could possibly be mean enough to lie to us and
deceive us.”
“You're a mighty white guy, Jim,” said Pete, setting the puppy down to hide his real feelings. He
gave the puppy a little smack on the rear and it

waddled off down the gravel walk, reveling in the
snow.
“Look at the little son-of-a-gun wobble!’ laughed
Pete, and an appreciative grin broke through Jim’s
serious face as the pup rolled in the snow and down

a little ditch into the base of a bush growing there.
With shouts of laughter, the boys ran forward to
pick him up out of the bush, but as they reached
the spot the puppy had disappeared, and standing
behind the bush was a man—well dressed—and he
was unmistakably one certain man.
“Crazy Ike!” gasped Pete, and he felt Jim’s
fingers sink deep into his shoulder.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for it to happen this
way,” said Crazy Ike, contrition and concern on his
face, as he supported Jim who had suddenly gone
weak in the legs.
Later they sat in the boys’ room, and Crazy Ike,
smartly dressed and wearing an air of dignity, was

watching the boys’ immobile faces.
“So you were joking all the time, havinga lot of
fun duping a pair of sophomores! Well, we were
fools; I admit that. But the funniest part is the
real grief that we felt when you died,” said Pete
quietly, his lip curling a little.
“It was going a little too far, don’t you think?”
asked Jim very quietly. “You caused a lot of sorrow and grieving, and you weren’t worth a bit of it.”
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tainly made fools of us. I suppose if I could analyze
Yet, I be-

cause, candidly, I no longer feel the same friend-

ship for you as I did when we sat out on the campus
listening to you—and believing you.”
“Jim,” said Crazy Ike earnestly, “your friendship
and that of Pete meant a great deal to me then—as
it still does.
“T’ll tell you the whole thing as briefly as I can.
I suffered a great loss. The immediate result was
that I almost went out of my mind. I soon became
very morbid, and I had no desire to live.
“The president of your university is an old schoolmate of mine, and he insisted that I come here and
take care of the shrubs and flowers on the campus.

I believe that he imagined that association with you
young carefree chaps and with nature would have
a psychological effect on me.
“At any rate, before long | realized that everything happens for the best, and so I threw myself
into my work with all my might.
“In an attempt to make you chaps think, and to

give you some excitement, I told you those stories,
and I wrote the diary for you. Of course, none of
it ever happened, although it was all based on
truth.”
“How did you get from the room without our
knowing it, the day that you died?” asked Pete, and
Crazy Ike noted with pleasure that his face had
softened a bit.
“Do you remember when I asked you to open the
window, and then sent you both to my suitcase to
get the diary? Well, I slipped out of the window
then, leaving the puppy behind.”
“What is your real name?” asked Jim.
“T am Richard Jay Henry, the novelist. I very
recently returned from a meeting with my publish-

ers in New York. I have just written a college
story called “The Ghost at St. Joseph’s,” and I incorporated you and Pete in it.”
Watch for the mystery story, “The Ghost
at St. Joseph’s” appearing soon in the Exponent.

Scouting
@ By Lou Tschudi
Have you ever watched a coach scout-

mg the other team?

Here's your

chance! Snoop along with Lou. He'll

point out a scout to you, and tell you
what a scout thinks and what plunder
he takes openly.

it’s Siwash. Does he inquire who that great ball
carrier is who has just heaped fame and glory upon
himself with that long run? Emphatically, NO!
Here is the way he proceeds.
Upon coming out of the huddle, “What forma-

tion do they assume first?”
isse the center is instructed where to throw
the ball,
Then the blockers get the man that they must

cause to fall.
Once these tasks are perfect, the play is fit to
call—

The guy who totes the oval has the simplest task
of all.

There he goes! He’s out in the open. He’s going 5-10-20-30-40-50 yards for a touchdown. Oh,
what a beautiful run! Not a soul was able to lay
even a finger on that baby. Wotta man! And a
thousand felt hats sail into the ozone, never again
to return to their temporarily unbalanced owners.

BUT LET’S hie ourselves away from this raving

This is jotted down ex-

actly, using the number of each individual player,

and his position with respect to the other team.
“How far back is the tail back? Is it short puntformation, double wing-back, single wing-back, balanced or unbalanced, right or left—7, 8, or 9-man

line?
“Where did the play run with respect to the defensive line? Who handled the ball? Did the
guards pull out, and were there any other linesmen used as interferers? Who worked on the defensive ends? Are they good blockers?”
After he has assembled a wealth of information
concerning every other man on the club, he turns
to the person next to him and inquiries the number
of the player who carried the ball.
Next comes the individual characteristics of each
man on defense. “Do they play a 7-man line with a

mob, and rest our ears from the monotonous bombastic phrases of the announcer.
Stop here a moment in the uppermost reaches of

box or triangle defense in the backfield, or do they

the concrete bowl—high over the playing field—

“Is their safety man a good returner of punts?

employ a 6-3-2, or 6-2-2-1?” Possibly they employ
the unusual 5-4-2 defense.

:

where we can look down and catcha split-second
picture of the reaction of the twenty-two highly

or out of bounds?

trained athletes to the snap of a ball.

eral pass, or return kick on kick-off ?”

There sits a silent, unemotional solitary figure,

Does their punter kick high or low, to the receiver,

Did they usea criss-cross, lat-

These and many other questions the scout asks
himself as he huddles in his lofty perch, and then

busy with pencil and paper. He seems unaffected
by the fact that the stands have gone wild because
John Doe of Siwash has insured some poor coach’s

attempts to find the answers.

job for at least another week by scoring six points.

filing out of a stadium some Saturday afternoon,

Let’s peer over this fellow’s shoulder to see what is
dividing his interest at such a hilarious moment.
The man is a scout. His school plays one of
those teams down there next week. Let’s suppose

So if you see an absent-minded-looking individual

and happen to inquire the score of him—or who
made the longest run—just remember that he is

probably a scout, if he is unable to answer either
question.

“When two universities agree to meet each other
in an athletic contest they agree to two tests—one

to determine which has the stronger team, and the
other to determine which has instilled into its team
and students the better quality of sportsmanship.
It goes without saying that supremacy in the latter |
is of much greater permanent value than victory in
the contest itselfi—Fielding H. Yost.
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radio that you built for me to receive your calls.

I felt the hair on my scalp stiffen and a cold shiver

Two of the plants have grown prodigiously since
you have been gone. One of,them was climbing
right inside of the radio set when I pulled it out
and moved the pots overalittle.’”

ran over me.
“Now do you understand?’ the scientist shouted.
‘The trees and plants know that I am beginning to
understand their thoughts and they resent it! Just
this morning I deciphered some of the recordings.
They are planning .
:

“Tt is very strange, my friend,’ the scientist answered me a moment later.

‘I, too, have noticed

the plants here. They seem to be growing up about

my cabin with a growth that is astonshing. They’re
even growing through the windows, and the floor
boards are bulging up because of a vine that has

“Just at that point my set went dead,” continued
Crazy Ike, clearing his throat. “Anxious to hear
what he was saying, I leaped to my feet to see if
my set had become disconnected. I looked behind

I’ve never seen any-

the set and found that one of the plants from my
flower pots had thrust its way into the tubes and

“He then said good night to me,” Crazy Ike went

wires of the radio set.
“Abolutely stunned, I gazed stupidly at the plants

grown underneath the cabin.
thing grow so fast.’

on, “and I went on about my business as usual, but

I kept thinking of him constantly.
“The next week-end when I tuned in, he answered

me immediately.
“‘My friend!’ he shouted, ‘I can’t get out of the

woods! The trees and plants have grown so fast
and so thickly that I can’t get through them to the
little town where I get my provisions.’
“T interrupted him,” said Crazy Ike, “and begged
him to calm down. I told him that it must be merely the result of his overwork—that he merely
imagined it.
““No! no!’ the scientist cried to me, ‘I tell you
that I can actually sense a feeling of animosity as
soon as I step outside of the door, and I swear to
you that it is from the trees and plants! They hate
me! I can feel their antagonism as soon as I leave
the cabin!’
“His voice toward the end actually rose to a
scream,” said Crazy Ike earnestly. “I tried to calm
him but it was of no use.
hysterically.

He continued to shout

“*T tell you that I am not insane!’ he screamed at
me. ‘And I know now why they hate me! The waves
that I am receiving and recording emanate from the

plants! I am beginning to understand the recordings
that I have made, and the plants are afraid that I will
encroach upon their world!

“T was sure that he was insane, then,” said Crazy
Ike softly, glancing down at Pete and Jim, who
stirred uneasily. “I tried to calm him but it was of
no use. He shouted:
““Oh, you fool, listen! You can hear the movement of the bushes and trees outside!’

“For a moment the short-wave set was silent,”
whispered Crazy Ike, “and above the faint hum of
the radio I heard an ominous rustling that mur-

mured unceasingly, seeming to fill the very room.
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that had grown so rapidly. While I stood there I
heard a snapping noise as if something gave way,
inside my radio set. The plant had grown in and
about the intricate wires and tubes of the set, and
was destroying it.

“Up until that time I had merely considered the
scientist’s excited talk as insane ravings. Now |
wasn’t so sure. I began to wonder if the scientist
was right—if he had discovered the secret of the
plants, and whether they were determined to keep
their secret from man.

“If he was right—if the plants could think and
communicate with each other—then the plants in
my house had destroyed my radio because they had

received communications, from plants in Michigan
a thousand miles away, that their world was being
encroached upon.

“TI ran outside and drove my car to the nearest
airport, where I chartered a plane and flew to

Michigan.
“After many days I succeeded in reaching the
scientist’s cabin. I had to hire a gang of men to
help me chop my way through to it.

“When we reached the cabin we had to chop vines
away from the door before we could open it. Inside we saw the conclusive proof that plants are

intelligent.
“Lying on the floor of the cabin was the body of
my friend, the scientist. Wound tightly about his
body were the tentacles of several vines that had
grown through the cabin floor. His scientific equipment was utterly destroyed by the crushing grip of

hundred of enveloping plants.”
JIM’S mouth was wide open as he gazed after
Crazy Ike’s departing back. Pete was the first to
gain his voice after Crazy Ike had finished the tale:
“Gee! Baron Munchausen had nothing on Crazy
Ike.”

going to junk. For sheer waste and inefficiency it
would be most difficult to match the Soviets. Their
drain upon the tremendous vitality of the race had
been the chief factor of the Five-Year Plan, marked

by such unbelievably crudity in operation.
On the pusher side of the ovens, two ex-peasants
futilely poke their firesticks into a clotted lump of
carbon. On the coke side the receiving cart has
jammed a flywheel, and from the superintendent
down every one rushes about excitedly, accomplish-

ing nothing.

For three days all activity stops and

the ovens cool, until a foreign specialist can be

rushed from a neighboring city. In ten minutes he
finishes his job and speeds away. A week more
passes until the ovens are heated, and so goes on
the cycle of wasted time. One expert at the plant
could save thousands of roubles annually, but where

find a native expert? Such a simple repair, even
the average American worker could have capably
completed—but not the Russian! To make a race
of mechanics out of potential poets and actual farmers, bred for over two thousand years to the simple
operation of the soil, requires more than human
knowledge.
Explore deeper into Russia, to the foot of the
Ural Mountains at Magitogorsk—eastern metropo-

lis—where mingle fierce Tartars and Cossacks, stolid Siberians, imported Kulaks, and a few scattered

Chinese. Again witness the foibles of industrialized
farmers, Travel to a hundred similar cities. Everywhere you will find the same waste and misplacement.

deduce that there are no rotting timbers, but this
is an untenable position. The answer partly lies
in this: no historical parallel to Russia can be found,
simply because Russia is unhistorical. She has
broken away from all tradition by merely denying
that there are such things as traditions—traditions
to humans, of government for the good of the people, of individual freedom. Every tyranny in the
past has at least admitted the existence of these
principles or possibilities, even if they were possibilities to be feared and shunned. Russia simply
denies their being and acts accordingly.
But the answer lies mostly in this: the Soviet is
not growing in power but only in pomp. She has
branched out in external relations because she is
worried about internal relations. When a government utilizes directed famine to control the governed, as have the Soviets for the last three years,

the only end is either the end of the governed or the
government.

It is not likely that 160,000,000 people can be annihilated; it is even more unlikely that they will
ever be converted to communism, contrary to the
essential wants of human nature, free action, and

private ownership. Therefore, far-seeing men envision the eventual collapse of the Soviet Union.
Whether the Soviet state will collapse from within or without is not so sure as that it will collapse.
Fifty years may elapse, and in the meanwhile she is
always a potential menace, for she may influence or
dupe other peoples of bordering countries into imitation. It seems an axiom of human affairs that
nations do not learn from the experience of other

Now just what is the significance of these facts,
in the face of the actual existence of the Soviet as
a growing world force? All history cannot furnish
a like example of a house growing stronger on rotting timbers.
It might therefore seem logical to

nations but only from their own. The Soviet Union
is surely a particular menace when such superficial
sillies as the English Greybeard spout nonsense
about her to misinform the minds of the reading
public.

“Communism, we must always remember, if we

would fight this world-power as the Holy Father desires that we should fight it, is not merely a political
system; it is not merely a political chaos; it is the deliberate attempt to ‘create a new culture, common to

all mankind’—a culture with no God and no fixed
moral standard.”—The Sign.
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“There Ain't No Santa Claus!”
e By Bob Wharton
“?Twas the night before Christmas’
—
isn’t that the way the poem began?

Well, this “ain’t no poem”
; it’s a story
of two derelicts— both “broke” and
one ravenously hungry.

you haven’t an empty stomach, and you haven't
holes in your shoes as I have.”

he shabby one turned the cardboard in a tight
roll, rammed it into a garbage can standing beside

[: was eleven-thirty by the clock on the Merchants’ Bank. It was extremely cold, and the
swirling snow stung the faces of the crowd that
thronged the street. Usually by eleven-thirty at
night the street was nearly deserted. Ah! but there
was a reason for it all—it was the night before
Christmas, and the people in the street may have
been cold and tired, but they were happy.
All were happy, that it, except one.

Huddled

back in a doorway, with his shabby coat collar

him and as quickly forgot about it. He stood for
a moment, and then hunching his coat up about his
ears, he rammed his hands as deep into his pockets
as they would go and set off down the street.
He walked for about five blocks until he came
uear a pool parlor. He entered, and picking out a
corner seat where the light was less bright, he tilted
his battered hat over his eyes and prepared to steal

forty winks.
A pleasant odor stole in under the hat brim, however, and he looked up and saw that the next seat
was occupied by a man who was voraciously attack-

His head was too weary and too heavy to raise in

ing a sandwich.
‘The shabby one had been a gentleman a long time
ago, but he could’t help but watch that sandwich

order to watch the happy faces going by, to see

with fascinated eyes as it was rapidly disappearing.

arms loaded with bundles and good things for
Christmas day. Instead, he watched the feet as
they slithered and slopped past him in happy aban-

In a moment it had vanished, and with an uncon-

donment.
His eyes fell upon a rolled-up piece of cardboard

voluminous pocket and pulled forth another sandwich, looking as he did so into the shabby one’s
eyes. ‘he shabby one’s heart must have been in his
unconsciously appealing gaze, because without a
word the other broke off half the sandwich and proffered it hesitantly to him.
With trembling fingers, and with a world of gratitude shining in his eyes, the shabby one seized the
sandwich and ate it with almost painful rapidity.
“That’s the best sandwch that I ever tasted!” he
said fervently, munching with appreciative gusto.
“How long has it been since you have eaten?”

turned up around his head, a small man stared out
at the crowd with wistful eyes.

that one big foot kicked a few feet along the slushy
sidewalk.

A moment later another foot, a tiny wee

one clad in red patent leather, gave the roll of cardboard a lusty kick. The cardboard sailed into the
air a foot or so, and apparently its fastening came
loose, because it unrolled until it lay almost flat on
the sidewalk.
Then in as many seconds, three separate feet
kicked the cardboard, and as it was buffeted about,

the weary man in the doorway smiled a dry little
smile as he compared his own derelict life with that
of the derelict paper, kicked about in the mud.
A gust of icy wind brought the paper clear to his
feet, and he stooped and picked it up.
Across the top of the cardboard was printed

“PLANS OF L, 203.”
“Well, fellow,” said the shabby one softly, re-

garding the paper with a half-humorous, half-serious face, “I’ll end your degrading wanderings for

you.

I wish that 1 could end mine as easily, but
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scious sigh he leaned back in his seat.
The man beside him, however, reached into a

asked the other, as he watched, with startled eyes,

the sandwich disappearing.
“T had a cup of coffee yesterday noon,” murmured
the shabby one.

“Great Caesar!” breathed the other.
me.

‘That beats

I had what you might call breakfast this morn-

ing, and I earned four sandwiches this afternoon by
carrying out ashes. Here! take this other sandwich. You need it more than I do.”
“No,” smiled the shabby one gratefully. “My

luck will change soon. See, it is only five minutes
till twelve. It will be Christmas in a few minutes!”
“Huh!” snorted the other, “there ain’t no Santa
Claus, mister!”
The two derelicts were interrupted by the at-

tendant of the pool room who ordered them out in
no uncertain words.
The two stood shivering in the cutting wind for

With a hoarse cry, the shabby one sprang to his
feet, and dashed out of the door and down the
street toward that distant street where he had
stood in the doorway.

“Oh, please! Don’t let that garbage can be gone!
1 hope that garbage can hasn’t been moved! Oh
boy! O8, BOY?’
In a short time he was back in the doorway, and

a moment, and then the shabby one turned to the
other and offered his hand.

trembling with eagerness and hope, he reached
down in the can and felt around with fingers cold

“Well, good night and Merry Christmas. ['ll
share with you half of what Santa Claus brings me,
just as you shared me half of that sandwich.”
“All right,” smiled the other with chattering
teeth. “I’ll meet you at the public library to-morrow
morning at eight o’clock.”

and numb.

The shabby one shivered and then started down
the street as fast as his weary legs could go. He
was very cold, and his ragged clothes weren’t very

warm.

|

He walked about six blocks until he came to the

Union Station. He slipped inside, and with a wary
eye watching for the guard, he slipped into the corner of one of the long covered benches and let the
warmth of the station permeate his shivering body.

He picked up a newspaper from the bench beside
him, and from force of habit, fished out a stub of a
pencil and began to check the want ads that he

would answer. He knew that his ragged clothes
would keep him from getting a job, but he would
keep on trying.
.
His pencil went down the column slowly, and
slowly his eyes started to close as the heat of the
room began to make him sleepy. But soon his eyes
encountered an ad with the caption “L, 203.”
For a moment his mind failed to function.

He felt something like cardboard, and

with a shout he drew forth the plans marked “L
203.” Hugging them to his bosom he set about to
inquire the way to Wright Field.
His heart sank within him as he learned that it
was six miles away, but he determinedly set about
the long cold walk. Several times he thought that
he couldn’t make it. He fell with weakness and exhaustion several times, but each time he got slowly
to his feet and staggered on.
Several hours later he was directed to Lientenant
Kettering’s house. As he leaned up against the
door, exposure and fatigue overcame him and he
fainted, falling inside the door.
He came to his senses finding someone forcing
strong liquor down his throat.
“Fellow, there is a Santa Claus after all! Where

did you find those plans? You surely saved my
life! If you hadn’t returned them I would have
lost my chevrons, and besides I was ordered to stay
at the post until the plans were returned.

Now I

can go home for Christmas!
The shabby man smiled a little weakly and sat up.
“And here’s your hundred dollars!” cried the

Then

with a snap his body jerked straight, and as he
seized the paper in a mighty grip, the blood slowly
drained from his weather-beaten face. He read:

“I, 203. Lost plans on flexible cardboard
marked L 203. Bring to Lieutenant Delbert
Kettering at Wright Field. $100 Reward!”

Lieutenant cheerfully. “And now I’m going to
drive up town to catch a train home. Can I drop
you off somewhere ?”
“Yes,” said the shabby one, “drop me off at the
Library. I have a friend waiting there who doesn’t
believe in Santa Claus. I want to prove to him
that he is wrong!”
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Hello, Sarah!
@ By Evelyn Gerdes
Did you ever “listen-in” on a village
gossip over the telephone? You didn’t?

Weil, here’s your opportunity now.
Take the receiver off gently—so there’s
no click—and “listen-in” and get “the
dirt” on modern youth!

6

:

txnwoon 20, ring 3!..'. Yes, Central,

Sarah Green’s number. .
“Hello, Sarah!

Know who this is? . .. Yes,

it’s me Thought I’d call you up while my pies are
in the oven. . . . Oh! you’re baking apple pies?
I do believe I can smell ’em. I surely do love your
apple pies. I always tell Caleb that they taste just
like those mother used to bake.
“Say! did you hear the news? . . . Jed Brown’s
girl has gone to work—and guess where? A beer
parlor! Just think of it! . . . You did? Who told
you? . . . Oh! Melinda Jones. I bet she’d soon
know it. You’d think her pa would feel kinda
shamed, him being a strong church goer and her

runnin’ off to work in a beer parlor. I wonder what
her ma would say if she came back to find her
daughter workin’ in such a den of iniquity? .. .
Yes, that’s all those beer joints are. My, my!
they’re just ruinin’ the young folks. . . .
“What’s that?
You say when she was little? . . . Yes, such a dear little soul.

My, wasn’t

she lovely when she spoke at the Christmas entertainment that year? Just like an angel! And now
look at her! Dressed in those foxy clothes with
paint and powder smeared all over her pretty face.
It’s a shame, Sarah.

Yes, she’s just like mod-

ern girls. She likes dresses, fur coats, evening
gowns, and the like. Out ridin’ ’round in cars all
hours of the night, puffin’ cigarettes and such doin’s.
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I told Caleb it certainly is terrible. They never
give a thought to home and family like girls used
to do.
“Yes, mark my words, Lucy will be just as bad as

any of ‘em. My, when I was young we had taffy
pulls and spellin’ bees and sleighin’ parties. And
as for powder and paint, lands! my mother thought
it was sinful because she caught me usin’ rice powder on my face. . .
“You say Billy’s boy saw her? What’s he doin’
hangin’ ‘round a beer parlor? Probably keepin’ an
eye on Lucy! My, his mother must have changed
her tune since beer came back. Why Jane Penny
wouldn’t even leave ’em have hard cider on Hallowe’en. My! my!
“Hello, Sarah! Thought you’d hung up. Guess
Mandy Olt has her receiver down, trying to get
some news to pass on. Just tell Mandy anything
and it’s bound to travel. There, I’ll bet she’ll listen
again, the old nosey thing! Can’t say a thing over
the phone but what the whole township don’t know
about it... . Yes, that’s what I still tell
Caleb.
“Oh, my quilt, you say? Yes, I’m goin’ right
along with it. I’m making this one for Nancy, my
granddaughter in Kansas. She’s a sensible girl—
likes those things—so when she was here on her
vacation I said I’d make her one. . . . Yes, I guess
I'll be ready to quilt it next week. I’ll have to have
you and the Hendricks sisters over to help me. .
Yes, I’ll bake something and we'll havealittle gettogether. Oh, my pies! ‘hey’re still in the oven!
Well, I must hurry. Call you later.
“My but Sarah is a talker! I never get a word in
edgewise, Now just look at those pies! ‘The crust
is nearly burned black. Oh dear, such a time!”

Life's a Bowl of Goldfish
e By I. and N. Hosey
The one-act drama, “Mr. Williams,”

was so well received in October that
we are delighted to be able to offer another original one-act drama, It is an
interesting character study of folks
who are “just contrary.”
THE CHARACTERS
GABE WATSON, a young husband.
ESTELLA WATSON, his wife.
HANNA WATSON, his spinster sister.
ELSIE WATSON, another sister.
MRS. GUNNER, a friend.
MRS. WICKS,a friend.

MRS. COOKSON, a neighbor.
LULJU, the negro cook.
THE TIME: the present, just at breakfast.
THE PLACE: the dining room of the Watson home.
SCENE—The action of this short play takes place
in a dining room of the most rococco style. The furniture is massive, machine-carved golden oak. The
whole room is dominated by the darkest Victorian
period of scroll work, plush-framed pictures, ferns,

and a plate rail. There is a huge sideboard—rear—
flanked on either side by windows which are curtained
with heavy lace. A great round table is planted in
the center of the room. Several easy chairs are seen
at one end of the room. Beside one of these chairs
stands a table holding a telephone. Three doors lead
from this room; one—left—opens upon the porch; the
other two—on the right—lead to the kitchen and upstairs.
It is early morning. Warm sunlight, coming
through the windows and screen door—left—floods
the room, but the awful furniture still stands cold and
uninviting. GapE Watson is eating his breakfast. He
is a young fellow, business-like, cheerful, very conventional—this man. He is reading the morning paper
over his coffee. He looks up as his wife enters.
Gabe. Stella! [smiles cheerfully] you’re up early this
morning.
Etella. Yes, rather.
[EsteLLA Watson is young, slim, and decidedly
pretty. She wears a sleazy kimono with feathers on
the collar and sleeves.

Feathers, too, on her mules

that click and clack at every step. She is a stagey
sort of a person, and decidedly out of place in the heavy
surroundings of the room. As she once said, “You
don’t need a pair of nose glasses to see I don’t fit in
here.’”’}
Gabe. Didn’t you sleep well, dear?

Estella, Not a wink, as a matter of fact.
Gabe. It was hot last night. Whew!
Estella,

That’s about the only hot thing around

here—the weather!
Gabe. The paper says rain to-morrow. That should
cool things off a bit!

Estella [suddenly] Darling, I don’t care about the
weather, about whether it’s hot, or it’s going to rain
to-morrow or not. I’ve been thinking about—you
and I—about us.
Gabe. {looking up from his paper| What's the matter, Stel?
Estella, Darling, do you still love me?
Gabe. Sweetheart, whata silly question. Do I still
love you? More and more every day. You know that!
Estella. But I mean the way you used to when we
used to laugh and have fun and do silly things together.
Gabe. I love you more now, darling. You're my
wife.
Estella. But I’m growing different. [rubbing the
palms of her hands together] I’m changing. I can
feel it. And that’s what I’m afraid of.
Gabe. [squinting his eye] Hmm! Yes, you are
changing. You’re growing more beautiful, more lovely, more ..
Estella, Let’s talk sense. I’m serious for a change.
I’ve thought it all out last night.
Gabe. What’s eating you?
Estella. Well, darling, we've lived here almost a
year.

Gee! sometimes I think I can’t stand it here an-

other hour. [pause] You see I don’t fit in. I’m so horribly out of place—just like a . - .
Gabe. . . . fish out of water, dearest.

Is that what

you mean?
Estella. Y'es, that’s it—out of water!
Gabe. Don’t feel that way, darling.
here loves you just as I love you.

Every one

Estella. Yeah, in a pig’s eye!
Gabe.

Estella.

Has something gone wrong again, darling?

I shouldn’t say that, really.

[suddenly]

Your sisters are grand to me—in their way. And so
are their friends—in their way. I’ve tried awfully
hard to be—you know—like them, to be one of them.
I go to their box socials, to the ladies’ meetings, and

the lawn fetes.

I’ve even tried to talk the way they
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do. But no matter how hard I try, every one whispers,
and when they get through they stare at me like I was

a sideshow, freak, or something.
Gabe. I know, darling. It’s dull here, but you've
been wonderful. My sisters are old and you have to
humor themalittle.
Estella. And this house. [looks at it] Grant’s tomb
—with ferns! [suddenly] Darling, take me home!

Gabe. Home? To England?
Estella. Yes!
Gabe. But we can’t. I couldn’t chuck my job right
now—not now, anyway—just when things are beginning to break. We'll just have to hold tight. When
things pick up, we’ll move out of here. We'll build a
new house in Oakmount—but not now, honey.

Estella. [slyly] Well, until things pick up, why
couldn’t I get a job?
Gabe. My sweet, what could you do?
Estella. I could hoof. I did it once, you know.
Gabe. You mean—go back on the stage?
Estella. Sure! why not?
Gabe. Rot! Show business right now is shot to
pieces. You know that. You couldn’t even get a job.
Estella. Maybe not. [trying to sound offhand] But
last week’s Variety said something about a new show
opening in Cincinnati soon.
girls.

Gabe.

They might need some
.

You’re my wife first, sweetheart.

Isn’t that

enough?

Estella, Yes, but .
Gabe. Anyway, what will .
Estella. [running her fingers through her hair| Gabe,

don’t you say, “Anyway, what will people think?” I
hear that enough from your sisters. Can’t you see
that I have my own life to lead. I don’t care what
people think, really. It’s you that counts—and me.

Gabe. [softly] Stel! you’re not tired of me, too, are
you?

Estella. No, darling. ‘That’s what makes it all so
difficult. You see, I love you so much. That’s what
lve been thinking and thinking and thinking about.
[suddenly] But I want to get away. Sometimes |
think if I can’t get out and laugh and feel free, I’ll go

boo-bats
!
Gabe. I know it’s dead around here for you, sweetheart, but we can’t make any sort of a change right
now. Later on, maybe. I'll make it all up to you
later on.

Estella.

Water on?

But Gabe, what about now?

What about that .

| At this point, GABE’s two unmarried sisters—HAan-

NAH and ExsiE—enter the room. EsteELLA knows that

further discussion is now out of the question. She sighs
and walks toward the window. The two sisters are of
uncertain age—somewhere between forty and fifty.

They have been in each other's company for so many
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years that they have acquired the trick of exchanging
looks that to each other, speak volumes. They both
have a scrubbed look—ofiicious and capable. They both

wear starched dresses.|
Hannah. Good morning, Gabe—and Stella.
Elsie. [seeing her brother and his wife together,

casts a look toward her sister| Good morning, everybody. You’re up early, Stella.
Estella. Yes, I wanted to hear the dawn come up
like thunder.

Hannah. It isn’t going to rain to-day. ‘There ain't
a cloud in the sky. Thunder! [looks at her sister].
Estella. I didn’t mean that literally, Hannah.
Elsie.

[laughing] Oh, you English always talk so

funny. Last week I heard the Prince of “Whales”
talk in a news reel, and I thought I’d die. Remember, Hannah?

Gabe. [suddenly, looking at his watch] Say, I’ve
got to be shovin’ off. Good-bye, girls. [Estella follows him to the door] ‘Take it easy, Kid. Just a couple of months longer.

Don’t forget, I love you—al-

ways have and always will. [he kisses her.]
Estella. I love you, too, Gabe. So much! [she
gives him a hard kiss]
Gabe. Say! I guess you do. Well, so long, darling. [exits]
Estella. Cheerio!
[Este and Hannan ar busy eating. Luu, the big

black cook is bringing in the coffee. Este. is jittery.
She runs her fingers through her hair—lights a cigarette. Shuffles over to the radio, snaps it on, discovers
it’s a cooking-school program, and snaps it off again.

Erisizg and HANNAH exchange looks]

Hannah. Estella, don’t you want some coffte?
Estella. No, thank you.
Elsie. Ora little toast?
Estella. Nope! not this morning.
Lulu. [entering] Or some good bacon and eggs, Miss
Stella.
Estella. [walking to the door, looks out] No, I don't
want anything to eat! This cigarette is enough for me.
Hannah, Aren't you smoking a good deal lately,

Estella?
Elsie. [glancing at her sister| I don’t think it’s any
too good for you, Estella, a-breathing in all that smoke.
Estella. Oh, you can’t kill me with a sledge hammer.
Hannah. [coughing] Hmm!

Have you ever tried to

cut down?
Estella. ll say I did. I cut them out once for Lent
—before breakfast!
Elsie. [looking at the paper] Hannah, look! There’s
a sale on hats to-day and to-morrow down at Barkley’s Store. All the hats are marked down to two
eighty-nine.

Hannah.
price.

We ought to get us one, Elsie, at that

Elsie. We could both get one at that price.
Hannah. |to Estella} You bought a new hat last
week, didn’t you, Estella.
Estella. Yes, one to go with my suit.
Hannah. You should have waited. Now they are

Lulu. Dis heah cat knocked ober de goldfish bowl.

And dem fish is swimmin’ all ober the flo’.
Elsie. Get them all back in water—quick—or they'll
die, sure!

cheaper.

Estella. But I wanted it last week.
Hannah. [evenly| Tm not finding fault with you,
Estella, only I don’t like to see you throwing my
brother’s money away.
Estella. Really!
Elsie. [engrossed in the newspaper] 1 wonder if |
would have time to slip down and get one of those

new hats.
Hannah.

Of course you wouldn’t. We'll go down

to-morrow.

Elsie. I wonder if everything is ready. This certainly is going to be a busy day, isn’t it, Hannah?
| exchange looks and nod|

Hannah, They should be here any minute now. [to
Estella} We're having a covered-dish luncheon at
Blanche’s.

Two of the girls are stopping for us.

Estella. Two of the what?
Hannah. The girls.
Estella. Oh, the girls!
Elsie. It’s too bad you can’t go with us, Estella. Of
course you know we couldn’t ask you—that is—since
Blanche didn’t say anything about . .
Estella. Oh, it’s quite all right. As a matter of fact
I couldn’t have gone, anyway.
Elsie. [to Hannah| What time did Mrs. Gunner and
her sister from Cleveland say they would be here
for us?
Hannah. They are coming early. We are going to
help with the tables. They should be here any minute now.

Estella [pointedly] So what?
Hannah. Well, |clearing her throat] you're not
dressed yet, Estella.
Estella. 1 get it. Sure! a red kimono and this cigarette. They might think I take dope. Is that it?
Elsie.

Estella. [buffing her nails| “.... Are you coming
out to-night?”
Hannah. [going to the kitchen door| What’s the
matter, Lulu?

We understand, Estella, [a nod from Han-

nah confirms this statement] but you know how people talk.
Hannah.

And another thing, Estella.

Of course,

we’re used to it by this time, but | wouldn’t for the
world have them see you smoking cigarettes. We
don’t mind—that is, so much—but me with all my

Estella. [crossing to the door| Yes, get them all
back. Don’t let them die.

Hannah. [eyeing Estella] I thought you didn’t like
our goldfish
!
|
Estella. I didn’t until this morning. Think of the
poor little fish out of water. Gee!
Elsie. Bring them in the dining room, Lulu, after
you clear the table.
Hannah. Yes, put them on the big table. [the doorbell rings. [HANNAH and Exsig look at each other
|
Elsie. There are the girls, now.
Estella.
as I can.

Vl hurry up the back way—just as fast

Elsie. [opening the screen door| Oh!
Boy. Telegram for Estella Watson.
Estella. [crossing to the door] Yes, I'll take it.
Elsie. [who signed for the telegram and managed to
examine the envelope, hands it to Estella| It’s for you,
Estella. From Cincinnati, it said.

Hannah, Cincinnati? [casts a look at her sister|
Who does she know in Cincinnati?
Elsie. [shrugs her shoulders, as much as to say,
“Search me!’’|
Estella. [ripping open the telegram] Oh!
Hannah. Bad news?
Estella. [joyously] No, NO! Good news, wonderfully good news. [suddenly realizing that she is being
watched by two mental vultures, she looks around indifferently, folding the telegram] It’s nothing, [shrugs]
really nothing at all. Well, I guess I'll get dressed.
[looks at the two sisters—exit|s
Elsie. I wonder what it said. First it was good
news, then she said it was nothing at all, [mockingly|
oh just nothing at all!

Hannah, If Bertha Smith was still down at the
Western Union, I’d call her up right now and soon
find out what it said. But since that. young fellow
came up from the city to take over the place .

Elsie. And another thing. [lowering her voice]
What was her and Gabe talking about when we came
down for breakfast?

I wonder if him and her had—

church work, and a chair in the lodge and all—it just

words. [a knock is heard at the door|
Hannah. There are the girls now. |

doesn’t look right.
Estella. [aimiably] Righto! Any other instructions?
[a crash is heard in the kitchen]
Lulu. Miss Hannah! Oh, Miss Hannah! .

[Enter Mrs. Wicks and her sister, a Mrs. GUNNER.
The former is a plain woman—glasses, coils of hair.
Mrs. GUNNER is near forty, but still clutching on the
coattails of youth. She is a bird-like sort of person,
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wanting to be taken for twenty-nine, kidding no one
but herself.|
Hannah. Come right in, girls. We're all ready.
Mrs. Wicks. I want you to meet my married sister
from Cleveland.

Mrs. Gunner, this is Miss Hannah

Watson, and this is Miss Elsie Watson.

Elsie. How do you do?
Hannah. Glad to meet you, I’m sure.
Mrs. Gunner. I always love to come back to dear
little Brookville. It’s so quiet compared to the hustle
and bustle of the big city. [Hannah and Elsie exchange looks that say, “Look at her trying to sling
it on’|
Elsie. I hope that you'll like our covered-dish lunch.
Mrs. Gunner. I shall; I know I shall. [patronizingly| I simply adore covered-dish lunches.
Hannah. [proudly] I’m bringing one of my angel
cakes.

Mrs. Wicks. I'd like to get your “receet”’ sometime.
Mrs. Gunner. [by this time putting it on with a
trowel, she simpers| I’ve heard so much about your
lovely angel cakes, Miss Watson. I do so want to
taste it. Every one says they are simply delicious!
Hannah, [with false modesty] Oh, they are not!
Mrs. Wicks. I’m bringing something different today. I thought they all might get tired of my baked
beans all the time, even if they are good.
Hannah, Is that so?
Elsie. Your baked beans are the best I ever put in
my mouth.
Mrs. Wicks. Well, this is even better than my beans,
if I do say so myself. I’m bringing a baked stuffed
heart this time! [Hannah and Elsie exchange disappointed looks|
Mrs. Gunner. What’s the matter? Don’t you like
baked heart?
Mrs. Wicks.

It’s stuffed, too.

Hannah, Well, [nods to her sister] you see, sister
and I never eat organs!

Mrs. Gunner. You don’t know what’s good.
Elsie. Pardon me a moment. I have to go to the
kitchen. [exits]

Mrs. Gunner. Certainly, my dear.

[Estella enters

the room, dressed in a white linen suit]
Estella. [smiling] Good morning, Mrs. Wicks.
Mrs. Wicks. Oh, how do you do, Estella. I want
you to shake hands with my married sister from Cleveland. Mrs. Watson, Mrs. Gunner. [then adds, for want

of something to say, turning to her sister| She’s been
on the stage.

Mrs. Gunner. Indeed? An actress?
Estella. Well, rather.
Mrs. Wicks. 1 thought you were just a chorus girl.
Hannah. [pointedly changing the subject] How’s
your daughter, Mrs. Wicks?
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Mrs. Wicks. You mean Sarah?
Hannah, Yes, Sarah.
Mrs. Gunner. She’s such a sweet girl.
Mrs. Wicks. And good, too. She never gives me
a minute’s worry.
Hannah, ‘Is she still in the real estate office?
Mrs. Wicks. [proudly] Yes, and Mrs. Cookson
says he doesn’t know what he would do if she would
leave. Mr. Cookson says he just couldn't get along
without her—that’s all.
Estella. Is that so? [there is an awkward pause
in the conversation
|
Hannah. Well, [laughing] I think we’re losing time.
Estella, will you bring me my sewing basket? It’s in
my room under the window seat. [to the other women, as ESTELLA exits]
Mrs. Wicks. Is there anyting you want me to help
you with, Hannah?

Hannah, I'll be just a minute. [exits through the
kitchen door|
Mrs. Wicks. (quickly, with a heroic air] Well, what
do you think of her? [points with her thumb to the
ceiling
|
Mrs. Gunner. Common! a common little cockney
!
Mrs. Wicks. Ain’t that just what I said, too. But
what can a body expect? Her [thumbs—again—upward] a-dancin’ all over the place in music halls and
such. [sighs] Indeed, I’m glad Sarah hasn’t taken up
with her kind. No tellin’ what she’d put in her head.
Mrs. Gunner.

Well, she didn’t have a chance to

high-hat me! J put her back in her basket, all right.
Did you notice?
Mrs. Wicks. You handled the situation very well—
very well! [lowering her voice] I never told you how
—or where they met each other, did I?
Mrs. Gunner. Who do you mean?
Mrs. Wicks. [points upstairs] . . . and her husband. They say that one night he went toa...
Sh! here they come. I'll tell you later! [LuLu enters

from the kitchen—also HANNAH and Exsix. They all
carry some sort of a covered dish containing food.
ESTELLA enters.]
Estella. Here we are! [hands the basket to HanNAH]

Mrs. Wicks. Let me take something to carry.
Hannah.

Here, you take the basket, Mrs. Wicks.

I'll carry my angel cake.

[They finally leave, laughing and chatting about the
coming events of the day. As she closes the door she
shouts a disgusted “Good-bye!” She crosses the room,
runs her fingers through her hair, and rereads the tele-

gram, With the telegram still in her hand, she walks
over to the sideboard, and picks up a picture of her

husband. She is mentally balancing the two—love or

career. She looks at the picture, sighs, and places it
down on the table. She walks slowly to the telephone,

sits on the arm of a chatr, picks up the telephone and
GORE

a

;

Estella. Operator, give me Western Union. [pause]
Send a wire to the Havlin Theater, Cincinnati, Ohio.
“Will accept the position—stop—Arrive for rehearsals to-morrow. Signed: Estella Watson.” [pause]
Yes, that’s right. [she hangs up the receiver, but somehow she is not satisfied with her decision. She picks
up the picture, holds it close and walks to the window—rear. LuLu is just entering the outside door.

Mrs. Cookson, To lie!
Estelia. To lie out of what? Mrs. Cookson, I can
see you’re horribly upset about something. Why don’t
you try to calm downa little and tell me what this is

all about?
Mrs. Cookson. [working herself up into a rage] Oh,
you're so calm, so aloof. But don’t try to alibi out of
this, you dirty little tramp. [she savagely hands her a
piece of paper|

You wrote this!

Who would come

son? This is quite a pleasure.
Mrs. Cookson. [smiling bitterly] You're all dressed
up, aren’t you? Ready to go some place, aren’t you?

between a husband and wife quicker than a common
chorus dancer? You can’t deny it! You even signed
your initials.
Estella. [realizing that some horrible mistake has
been made, takes the note and reads it| It’s signed
“S. W.”” [looks up| Who could that be?
Mrs. Cookson. |mockingly| S. W.—who could that
be? [with fire] It’s you—that’s who it is. STELLA
WATSON! You low down home-wrecker! [snifiling|
And me with two children!
Estella. [running her fingers through her hair| 1
don’t know how you were in arithmetic when you
were a kid in school, but you are a genius when it
comes to putting two and two together, now. [hands
back her note| I’m not getting your husband in Cin-

Estella. [amiably] Yes, as-a-matter-of-fact, I am.

cinnati, Mrs. Cookson. I didn’t write this note, neither.

Another door slams, and in bursts Mrs. Cookson

through the kitchen door.|
Lulu. Why, Mis’ Cookson! [smiles] Haw yo’?
Mrs. Cookson. Where's that Stella Watson? [she
is evidently much distressed about something. She
wears neither hat or gloves. She is dressed in a simple
cotton house-dress. She looks boldly at Luu] I want
to know where she is.
Lulu. Miss Stella! someone to see yoiall. [exits
slowly]

Estella, Oh, [smiling] how do you do, Mrs. Cook-

Mrs. Cookson. {looking at her evenly, talking between her teeth] You're going to Cincinnati, aren't
you? To-day, aren’t you? Answer me that!
Estella. Yes, I am going to Cincinnati. [tilting her
head| How in the world did you find that out?
Mrs. Cookson. [with hateful satisfaction] Just as I
thought! [sneering] But what else could one expect
from the likes of you? Every one in town knows what

you are—and were. You common little .

Estella. Wait a minute, [by this time utterly bewildered| wait a minute! [with humor] Them’s harsh
words, stranger!
Mrs. Cookson. I’m not beating around the bush.
Who are you going to in Cincinnati? That’s all J want
to know.
Estella. I really can’t see why I should tell you,
Mrs. Cookson. It is—or at least it should be—no concern of yours.
Mrs. Cookson. [hatefully] You tell me, do you

It’s typewritten
!
Mrs. Cookson. |playmg her trump card| How do
you account for the “S. W.?”
Estella. 1 hate to spoil this delightful melodrama
of yours, Mrs. Cookson, but I happened to be christ-

ened “Estella.”
Mrs. Cookson.
ly] oh, well!

|taken back| Oh! [then stubborn-

Estella. [as though talking to a child| But tell me—
why did you dash over to me with this beastly thing,
without stopping to think? Why did you blame me
first
?
Mrs. Cookson. [still sullen} Who else could I think
it was—this note and all?

Estella. I thought maybe you would give me credit
of having better taste.
Mrs. Cookson.

You can’t say anything about my

husband. He’s a good man. . .
Estella.

[shrugs] Yes, he’s a good man!

But tell

It is my business, and I’m going to find you

me, why did you fly to such horrible conclusions and
think I was the one?

Estella. [still not knowing what this is all about]
There is no virtue as noble as minding your business.
Mrs. Cookson. [laughing] Virtue! virtue? You're
a nice one to talk to me about virtue.
Estella. Have you completely lost your reason,
Mrs. Cookson? I simply cannot understand why you
came here or why you are saying these things to me.
Mrs. Cookson. Oh, I have the goods on you. [sneering] You can’t lie out of it. I expected you to try.

Mrs. Cookson. [with all the hate of a defeated wo-

hear?
out
!

Estella. To try what?

man| All right, I'll tell you. Who else could I think
it was? You’re more that type than any one else
around here. Oh, not that I say you did, but you’re
more worldly, being on the stage and all. But listen!
Don’t say anything to anybody about this. [slyly] I
wouldn’t want—you know—talk. Well, I must be going.
Estella. You wait a minute. I’ve something to say
to yov, something I’ve had on my chest for a long,
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long time. You came in here and asked for it. Now
you can stay till I am finished with you.
Mrs. Cookson. [cringing] I won’t let you bawl me
out!

Estella. Oh, won’t you? Then get out of here, you
blundering old gossip. Go back to your stupid, respectable people! [running her fingers through hair]
I’m common, eh? I’m cheap, eh? Well—tell them I’m
The whole town thinks so, eh? Well—tell them I’m

leaving. They can think whatever they want to think
about and be damned!
Mrs. Cookson. Well, if that’s the way you feel about
it, | might as well be going.

Estella. Right Get out and stay out! [Mrs. Cookson
exits through the outside door which Esteuia holds
open] And I say—there is a girl in your husband’s
office by the name of Sarah Wicks who can use a typewriter. Could that mean anything, Sherlock? [then
she slams the door|
[|She shudders, rubs the palms of her hands together,

and hurries upstairs. Liu enters and begins brushing
the crumbs from the table. She is humming an old
negro lullaby. ESTELLA enters—ready to leave—bag
im hand. She is in a hurry, but spies Luiu]

Estella. You've been here a long time, haven’t you,
Lulu?
Lulu. [putting th folded tablecloth in a drawer|
Since fo’ Miss Mistah Gabe fist seed de light of day.
[suddenly] Don’t go ’way, Miss Stella. Not fo’ yo’
see Mistah Gabe.
Estella, [pathetically] But don’t you understand, if
I’d see him I couldn’t go away? [savagely] But I’ve
got to get out of here. Things have happened. You
see—I don’t belong here.

Lulu. Yo’all belong with Mistah Gabe—fo”’ better,
fo’ wosser—dat’s what de Good Book say. And the
woose things is now; de better days’s goin’ to be atter

while.

Dat’s what I allus said.

Estella. I know all that. You don’t think it’s easy
for me to go, do you? [pointedly] Why are you say-

ing all this to me, Lulu?
Lulu. ’Cause I loves you, Miss Stella. I loves Mistah Gabe, too. [LuLu opens another drawer, getting
out another small table cover|

Estella. [thinking aloud] “I take this man . . . for
better, for worse . . . I do.”

[she suddenly realizes

the greatness of her step| Lulu, I’ve been wrong, horribly wrong.

Estella. Oh!
Lulu. Did I scare you’all, Miss Stella?
Estella. Well, you did give me a bit of a turn.

Lulu, Yo’all’s neber wrong, Miss Stella, when yo’
all’s doin’ right.

Lulu. Hmm, hmm, dat sho’ is a pretty hat, Miss

please. [pause] This is Estella Watson. Have you
sent that wire to the Havlin Theater, Cincinnati? . . .

Stella. Jist new?
Estella. Thanks, Lulu. Yes, it’s just new.
Lulu. I bet Miss Hannah liked that hat. Hit sho’
is a sight.
Estella. She must have liked it, Lulu, because she
didn’t say she did.
Lulu. [seeing the bag| Yo’all going ’way, Miss
Stella?
Estella. What does it look like? [she picks up her
husband's picture, opens her bag, and drops the picture ww]
Lulu. It looks like yo’all either goin’ or comin’. I
knows yo’all ain’t comin’, so’s yo’all must be goin’.
Estella. How did you figure all that out by yourself, Lulu?

Lulu. Use don’t know, Miss Stella. Jist a gift!
Estella [smiling to herself| Lots of people around
here have the gift of figuring things out, haven’t they,

Lulu? But they all can’t get the right answers.
Lulu. Use don’t know what yo’all mean, Miss Stella.
Estella. Oh, [shrugs] just let it go.
;
Lulu. [taking off the tablecloth, folding it] Does
Mistah Gabe know yo’all’s goin’ ’way?
Estella. No.
Lulu. He sho’ will feel bad, Miss Stella. I hates
to see him feel bad!
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Estella.

[picks up the phone|

Western Union,

Well, cancel it! [she clicks up the receiver, pulls off
her hat and gloves|
Lulu. [arranging the cover on the dining table, looks
at Estella] Ain’t yo’all goin’ atter all, Miss Stella?

Estella. What does it look like?
Lulu. Wall, hit looks like yo’all aint’ doin’ no coming—or no goin’—jist sittin’.
Estella, That’s right, Lulu. [doggedly| Just sitting.
Lulu. I sho’ am glad, ’cause I loves you, Miss Stella,
and I loves Mistah Gabe, too.

Estella. So I’ve heard. Let’s hear some more about
your love life!

Lulu. [going to the kitchen] Some time I'll give yo’
de real low-down, heh, heh!

Estella. Now dont’ you forget! [she sighs, puts her
face in her hands. Luwu enters, carrying the goldfish
bowl, and places it on the dining table]

Lulu. I got all dem fish back in de water, Miss
Stella. Every one!
Estella. [looking up] They’re lucky. [with a sad
smile| It’s no fun [looking at the bowl] to be a fish
out of water! [she runs her fingers through her hair,
slowly walks to the telephone, picks up the telegram,
and begins to tear it into little pieces as the curtain
drops|

A Letter from Japan
e By John G. Hasegawa
The American boy from Steubenville,
Ohio, tells his mother—back home—
more of his sight-seeing in Japan. He
takes in a baseball game and a movie

—and it’s a real Hollywood movie, too!

Dearest Mother:
Well—I have just about an hour before I catch
the “T’subame,” a crack train running between
Tokyo and Shomonseki, the southern tip of “Honshu” or the main island. You might be wondering
what the words “Tsubame” and “Shimonseki”
mean, so I will let you benefit by my linguistic accomplishments. “T'subame” means “a swallow”’—
quite an appropriate name for a crack train, since
a swallow in this country signifies speed and grace.

“Shimonoseki” comes from two words: “shimo”
meaning the lower, and “seki” meaning stage or
station.

This word, “Shimonoseki” goes back about a hundred years, when the road to Tokyo from this point

was opened. The whole road was divided into fiftyfour stages or stations, and counting from Tokyo,

this Shimonoseki station was the fifty-fourth and
last stage. But—I haven’t told you anything about
Tokyo, so here goes!
I started my tour with the larger buildings by
going to the Union Station, which is probably comparable in size to the Grand Central Station in New
York City. Having been built some fifty or sixty
years ago, the style of the building is, of course, not
modern. There is nothing much to say about it except that it is like any large station in the States.
Right in front of the station is a sort of a park,
which is surrounded by large modern business
buildings. The largest of these is the “Maru-Buil,”
as the Japanese call it, a contracted form for “Ma-

runouchi Building.” It is quite an imposing looking building of white stone, and has the distinction
of being one of the very few buildings that withstood the terrible earthquake of 1923. Standing by
the side entrance of this building, one can see a row

of large buildings until the wide asphalt roads terminate at the moat of the Imperial Palace.
Now, here is something to talk about! The Imperial Palace is built in the style of the castles of

the feudal times of Japan—it should be, since it was
built at the time of the powerful Lords and Overlords. It is surrounded completely by a moat about
fifty yards or more in width. The surface of the
moat is sprinkled with lotus flowers, and the reflection of the walls of the palace and a part of the
castle presents a scene of serene dignity.

There are

a few bridges across the moat, leading to strongly
fortified gates of the palace grounds, and at each
gate there are sentries from the Imperial Guard
standing at attention.
Along the moat is a beautiful drive, a five or six
lane road—wish I could describe it better, for it is
really beautiful. 1 took some pictures of it so you

might be able to get some idea of its beauty. Then
there are many buildings in which are located different departments of the Imperial government.

I

wish I had more time so I could write all about
these buildings, but as it is, I have to cut this short
and tell you about the spectacle at the baseball
game I| saw yesterday.
Two of the leading universities were playing a
game to decide the leadership of the most important
baseball league in Japan, the Intercollegiate League.
I inquired at the hotel desk about eight o’clock the
morning of the game, and the clerk said that if I
wanted to get in the stadium I better get tickets
right away. I could hardly believe it, since the
game was to start at three in the afternoon, but I

bought a reserved-seat ticket anyway. I was glad
I did this because, by the time I got out to the ball
park shortly after noon, people were lined up for a
dozen blocks waiting to get bleacher seats—reserved
seats had long been sold out.
_ Well—I got into the park, and fully an hour before game time the stadium was packed to capacity,
and some people were hanging from the branches

of the trees surrounding the park, while others were
perched on the tops of tall buildings surrounding
the park.
They sure do go for baseball in a big way in
Japan. To look at the crowd you would think it
was the final game of World Series—this park, incidentally, has a capacity of about seventy thousand. Soon the boys were out on the field practic-
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ing, and they sure looked like professional teams
the way they handled the ball. Now, the cheering

cabs. You see, the taxicabs are supposed to charge
you one “yen” anywhere within the city limits, but

sections of both teams were warming up—and say,

hardly anyone pays more than fifty “sens,” or half

when it comes to color, our football games haven’t

a “yen.”

much over on these boys.

to stand near the curb and hail a cab with the palm

All of a sudden there was a hush! I looked
around and saw three cheer leaders standing on top
of the infield wall. They had towels wrapped around
their foreheads, and in each hand they carried a
white fan with a big red circle in the middle. Then
they started dancing, swinging those fans in the most
fantastic fashion, while the cheering sections kept

ing surf in which they started real soft, and as the

of your hand open. The driver will take you anywhere in the city for fifty “sens.” If you want to
go only two or three miles, you just stick out three
or four fingers, depending upon whether you are
willing to pay thirty or forty “sens.” I tried this
when I went to the ball park and it worked like
a charm.
The other night I went to a “talkie.” I was never
so surprised in my life as when Gary Cooper and
other American actors kept on speaking English,
and all those Japanese people sitting there intently
watching what was going on. I couldn’t figure out
how they could enjoy the show when they couldn’t

leader’s fan went higher the noise got louder and

understand what the actors were saying.

louder, and—crash! came the crescendo. It really
sounded great. I’m going to suggest that one to
the boys when I get back to college.
Then one of the brothers of the Emperor came to
the front, escorted by a group of policemen and
high officials. He was a young fellow, in the uniform of Gakushuin, or Peer’s school. He stepped
out on the field and shook hands with each player

Well, these Japanese are a pretty smart lot! They
had another screen right next to the one on which
the picture was shown. ‘The translation of the dialogue appeared on this little screen simultaneously
with the speech of the characters in the picture. Of
course it’s sort of hard to keep one’s eyes on both
screens, but they manage it somehow.Itried it for
a while and nearly went cross-eyed!
If I keep writing much longer I’ll miss the train,
so—lI’m off for Kobe. I might stop off at Kyoto,
the ancient capital of Japan, on the way. I guess
I'll try my newly acquired technique of taxi-hailing.
I ought to be able to get transportation to the station for a couple of fingers. Bye, now!

time to the dancing leaders by clapping their hands.

They didn’t yell “Team” or “Fight” or “Rock ’em,
Sock ’em,” but did most of their cheering by clapping hands—and did they do some fancy hand-clapping?

The best cheer was a reproduction of rush-

of both teams, and amid deafening applause he went

back to his box. The teams played good smart baseball—but you wouldn’t be interested, so we'll skip
to another subject.
One of the funniest things in this city is the persistency of taxi drivers. I was standing along the
curb and lifted my hands to rub my eyes—and right
away a hawk-eyed cab driver pulled right over to
the curb and opened the door of his cab. I shook
my head, but he kept jabbering and jabbering. I
told him to scram, but it didn’t do any good, so l
finally had to walk away. Even then he followed
me a little way.

It’s quite simple!

Your son,

JOHN.
P. S.—I had a regular full-course Japanese dinner
in which the first course was—fiish, the second

course—fish, and so on.
Sukiyaki dinners.
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The clerk at the hotel gave me a tip about taxi-

fe,"

All you have to do is

I guess I'll stick to my
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College Clippings
I did not know before that—
The most absent-minded professor is a professor
of English at the University of Illinois. He recently forgot his textbook, sent one of his students after
it, forgot he sent the student, and marked him
absent. ~

ie + ee
Dr. William L. Benedict of the Mayo Clinic said

recently: Normal Tears are hundreds of times more

effective in protecting the eye than solutions of
drugs. Tears are supplied in amounts that are
properly regulated and counteract the effect of airborne bacteria.
x e+ & 4% is
The minimum cost for freshmen at Massachusetts Institute of Technology is $1,080 for the year.
ee
In the halls of Illinois U., where beer is permitted,
“cokes” rate 90% and beer 10%. It seems that they
couldn’t beer denied ale, but after they succeeded
in cokesing authorities, and bringing pressure to
beer, they still drank “cokes.”
“ek + 4 oO €
A professor of Brown University photographs
people who borrow money from him.
~~ + * & ee

A pharmacy set up by the Purdue University
school of pharmacy at the Century of Progress exhibition is to be a permanent exhibit in the Rosenwald museum in Chicago.
ee ee ee
A University of Oklahoma columnist nominated
as worthy of the hall of fame the professor who
gave his Monday eight o’clock class a free cut when
they came to class with sleepy faces.
+ <
ee ee
A roll of newspaper used in printing a newspaper
is four miles long, weighs between 1,400 and 1,500

pounds and wil produce 10,000 eight-page papers.
er eee ee
If it were possible to make five dots a second for
an indefinite length of time, it would take you 16
days, working day and night, to make a dot for
every person in New York City.
ae
Captain William A. Thomas of the Miami (Ohio)
Military Institute speaks seven languages, is qualified to teach thirteen subjects, plays the piano, is
an accomplished singer, an ordained minister; does
his own cooking, sewing, laundry, housework, and
takes care of an invalid minister; is ambidextrous
and a jack-of-all-trades.

'

4

«

£

+

+

Honor students live longer than athletes it has

There are 882,600 more births than deaths in the

been discovered by a prominent insurance company

United States every year.
a oe
Nearly half the people now alive in Russia are
less than 20 years of age, giving Russia the young-

which has been studying the situation at 16 colleges
for over a period of 35 years. It looks like this:
“Play on the honor roll and live for Alma Mater;
play on the team and die for Alma Mater.”
Fe we *.
Girls are like final examinations. They keep a
fellow up all night worrying about them, and then
ask the most foolish questions.
ee +. 4 8
Rev. Gabriel Richard was a duly elected delegate
of the territory of Michigan to the Eighteenth Congress of the United States. Father Richard was
present when General Lafayette was received by
the House of Representatives on December 10, 1824.
howe: + *
The Eighteenth amendment, set aside by the
adoption of the Twenty-first, is the first one ever
discarded.
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est population and France the oldest population of

nine important countries.
ot e+ fy
A Carnegie Tech student, stumped by a calculus
problem one night, broadcast an appeal for help

with his short-wave set. The solution came back
from a sympathizer at the University of Texas.
2 ©
ks
A champion liar told the following story: “My
grandfather had a clock that was so old that the
shadow of the pendulum swinging back and forth
wore a hole in the back.”
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Southern Methodist University has a women’s
football team.
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A man and his wife
who had just returned from a
round-the-world cruise spoke of

Chesterfield as ‘an international
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cigarette.”’

... that Chesterfield Cigarettes
are on sale in 86 countries all

over the world.
It means something that

Chesterfields may be purchased
on nearly all ships and at almost
every port.
:
It means that for a cigarette
to enjoy such popularity, it must
have merit. We do our level best
to make Chesterfield as good a
cigarette as can be made.
Smokers say...
in almost every language

Above—Vacuum tin of 50
—air tight—water tight—
fully protected even if submerged in water.
:
Packages of 20 wrapped in

Du Pont No. 300 Cellophane—the best made.

© 1935, Liccetr & Myers Tons<co Co.

:

